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IMTRODUGTIOlf 

It is not the glory attained by the mighty hero on 
the battlefield, nor yet the fame achieved by the sil- 
vertongued orator in his mystic flights of fancy, that 
moves and stirs the deeper and more enduring emo- 
tions of the human heart, but the quiet, brave and 
courageous influence of a friend, who, while nobly 
living a sincere life of earnest activity, both at her 
own fireside, and far beyond into public welfare in- 
terests, never deems her labor well done without 
reaching out to help and encourage those by the way- 
side to rise and attain what it is possible for them to 
become. 

In the midst of pressing duties, and in the quiet- 
ness of the night season have these little verses taken 
form in the heart and mind of a loyal wife and mother, 
an affectionate teacher and friend; one whose ideals 
have always been of the highest, whose sense of right 
and wrong of the keenest, whose every aim has been 
to right the wrong to the fullest extent of her power 
and strength wherever possible. 

Well might the poet have had this little book in 
mind when he wrote, 

**Read from some humbler poet 
Whose songs gushed from his heart 
As showers from the clouds of summer. 
Or tears from the eyelids start. 
Who through long days of labor 
And nights devoid of ease, 
Still heard in his soul the music 
Of wonderful melodies. 
Such songs have power to quiet 
The restless pulse of care, 
And come like the benediction 
That follows after prayer." 

Grace Miner Weston 



In Memory ^ My Mother 
Lucinda Hinds Plumley 



POEMS by the WAYSIDE 



TO THB MOTHERS WHOSE SONS WENT OUT IN 
THE THIRD REGIMENT. 

Dear mothers of New Hampshire, 

Who today have said adieu. 
Who have pressed the hand and imprinted 
a kiss 

On the lips of our boys in blue; 

Though your hearts were well-nigh break- 
ing. 
You bravely whispered, "God Speed." 
And each said, "1 am proud of my noble 

boy. 
Who responds to his country's need." 

And he says, 'I'll defend the dear old 
flag, 

Whatever the cost may h%' 
And I will ever be found faithful 

On the land and on the sea.' " 

** 'And then remember, dear mother. 

That we do not go alone. 
For Jesus is on the battlefield. 

As well as in the home. 



it t 



He has promised to be with us. 
Even to the end of the world. 
And I am sure he will stand by the boys 

in blue 
When **01d Glory" is unfurled. 

•* *He who noteth the fall of the sparrow. 
And counteth the sands of the sea 

Will surely be our leader 
While we make the Cubans free. 

** *When we return to the Granite state 
The flag may be tattered and torn, 

But we Ml come as men, and bring a flag 
That has never dishonor borne.'" 

May 17. 1898 



MT DEAR ONE'S BIRTHDAY 

Twenty-six years ago today 
An angel came from Heaven 

And left me the sweetest "baby boy" 
That was ever to mother given. 

And the angel whispered in my ear. 
As my darling was laid on my breast, 

'*Do all you can for the little one 
And God will do the rest." 

I thought from that hour, what a won- 
derful trust 

The Lord to me had given. 
To guide those little footsteps 

In the pathway that leads to Heaven. 

And from the depths of my inmost soul 
Went out a heart felt prayer 

That God would give me wisdom and 
strength 
For my precious one to care. 

He brought to my heart a happiness 
And a love that I had not known. 

And his presence made a paradise 
Of my humble cottage home. 

When the day came that he first said 
"Mamma" 

It brought an added bliss, 
With his dear little arms about my neck. 

While he gave me his baby kiss. 
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Soon came the time when he knelt by 
my side. 

And lisped his evening^ prayer, 
"Now I lay me down to sleep, 

And I ask for the Father's care." 

But the years have sped so rapidly. 

He is twenty-six today, 
And I am alone — for my dear one 

Is three thousand miles away. 

In a far-away western city 

He is telling the "children of men" 
The story of the blessed Redeemer, 

How He suffered and died for them. 

While he talks to them of heaven. 
And tells them how to find peace and 

joy. 
To them he is preacher and teacher. 
But to me— he's my "baby boy. 
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A TOOne HAN'S REPLY WHEN ASKED TO 
SIGN THE TEiMPERANGB PLEDGE 

Do you ask me to sign the temperance 
pledge? 

Do I understand aright? 
That same request my mother made 

One year ago tonight 

It was Christmas eve; mother stood by 
my side, 

Her face so sad and white, 
And trembling voice said, "Oh, my boy. 

Do sign the pledge tonight. 

"Jesus will help you to keep this pledge. 

His grace is promised to all; 
In each hour of temptation look to him. 

He will never let you fall. 

"He loves and pities you more than I, 
You know what that means, my son; 

My life I would gladly give to know 
That victory over drink you had won. 

'^ben ask Him for pardon and grace to- 
night. 

And promise no more to drink; 
Do this for your own sake, precious one. 

For you are standing on the brink." 

Mother's pleading^ were all in vain, 
I joined my chums at the door, 

While I "laughed to scorn" the vain re- 
quest 
That I would drink no more. 
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I spent the night in revelry. 

And in the early dawn 
I found my way to a saddened home. 

For mother dear was gone; 

The Angel of Death had silently come. 

And taken her away. 
While my father bowed alone in his grief 

On that sorrow f ul Christmai day. 

Do you tell me that mother still watches 
o'er me. 
And if I sign the pledge tonight 
That she will know, and her heart will 
rejoice, 
And heaven seem brighter with a new 
ray of light? 

And you tell me. too, that the Saviour 
Loves the drunkard, longs to win. 

That if I am true and faithful 
He will pardon every sin? 

Once before I heard this message, 
But I could not grasp it then; 

Now I'll sign the pledge, and keep it. 
With God's help ne'er drink again. 
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«THB MAN FOR THB HOOR 

Wrhtra for tii« W. G. T. D. 



One and fifty years ago, 

A man by Heaven tent 
Struck a telling blow for freedom, 

And tbe bonds of slavery rent. 

Wrote the greatest proclamation 
Ever penned by human hand, 

Which broke the shackles from four 
million. 
Barring slavery from our land. 

Now we are watching, aye we are pray- 
ing, 

That God to us a man will send, 
With the spirit of a Lincoln, 

Who will be the drunkard's friend. 

Who will lead our temperance army, 
From North to South, from East to 
West, 
While we carry high the pure white ban- 
ner 
And wear the white ribbon on our 
breast. 

Who will put a ban on slavery, 
A slavery that only the drunkard knows. 

Who finds himself too weak to battle 
With the deadliest of foes. 

Who will mark the door of every rum- 
shop 
Closed "forever and a day." 
Now, fathers, husbands, sons and broth- 
ers, 
You are free, go on your way. 
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For we've removed the great temptation 
You, who were weak, could not with- 
stand. 

Now as free men, exert your manhood. 
And God Himself will hold your hand. 

And when we see God's *'Man for the 
hour" 

Enter the White House door. 
The burden will be lifted. 

For rum will be no more. 

Then, heart-broken wives and mothers. 
Smile, and take courage again. 

For those whose lives seemed failures 
May become the noblest of men. 

Then we will tell the old, old story, 
And we'll sing the old, old song, 

' The Lord remembers his oppressed, ' ' 
He has righted our great wrong. 

April 2, 1912. 
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We boast of our growing city. 
With its eighty thousand souls, 
The grandeur of its scenery 
Where the winding Merrimack rollflr. 

The lofty Uncanoonuc, 
Looking down from out the west, 
Beck'ning weary men and women, 
To its summit, seeking rest. 

Our churches, ever faithful. 
And scholarly men of note, 
Who pledge their every effort. 
To help a righteous vote. 

Our schools that are ever growing. 
And rank among the best; 
Our splendid corps of teachers. 
All working with a zest. 

Our Institute of science. 
Mingled with ennobling art. 
Where are taught the many subjects. 
Which are dear to every heart. 

Our Library Memorial, 
With its stately marble walls. 
Where the very spirit of learning. 
To every student calls. 

Boast we may of all this progress. 
But we bow our heads in shame. 
As we watch the liquor traffic. 
And on whom shall rest the blame? 
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We note the many places. 
Where the licensed eyils reign« 
Where men drink the deadly poison. 
That steals away their brain. 

Says the man behind the bar, 
"Place the blame where it belon8:8, 
Your law gives me the license. 
To perpetrate these wrongs. 

I'm breaking hearts, I know; 
I'm wrecking homes and lives; 
I'm making children orphans. 
This is how my business thrives." 

Bat man behind the bar. 
Do you ever stop to think. 
The Bible says, "Woe unto him. 
Who giveth his neighbor drink?'' 

The smile of our Heavenly Father 
Brings peace and blessings grand; 
Give up the accursed business. 
For a sober city stand! 

You'll have to leave your dollars, 
And bare to God your heart; 
So try to help your fellow-man. 
And live a hero's part. 



WcltfMi for tiie W. 0. T. 0. Jafailee Maeiinn, 
€«llebratiBft tbe oomintf Into eifeot of oar State 
ProlobMoB Lawi Hay first, 1918. 

Read by Helen Wheeler 



Sound the glad tidings 
From mountain to sea. 

From legalized liquor traffic 
New Hampshire is free. 

May first is the day, 
Our lawmakers say, 

All saloons must be closed: 
John Barleycorn is dead. 
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FAIT IN THB PROMISB 

('^Though your sins be as scarlet, they 
shall be as white as snow.") 

Jdy heart is strangely moved tonight. 
As I think of an Angel Mother 

Who left her boy long years ago 
And crossed the silent river, 

Who gave him a mother's last blessing 
And trusted him with the Giver. 

For she knew that He ever loveth 

And careth for his own, 
And though her boy went low down in 
the Valley, 
He would at last bring him safely 
home. 

For the arms of the Great All-Father 
Reach out to the penitent one. 

Whose sins are forever blotted out 
Through the blood of His Dear 
Son. 

That mother is now waiting and watch- 
ing 

And will greet her boy tonight 
In that brighter and better home. 

In the realms of endless light. 
Where sorrow and death ne'er can enter. 

And where wrongs are all made right. 

Tuesday, 11 p. M., May 21, 1912. 
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TO MISS MACD FRENGH 

And so Maud you are going to marry 

You are really going to wed 
To leave father, mother and sisters 

And brothers Dennie and Fred. 

You will give your hand to the lover 
Who long ago won your heart 

You will promise to love and honor 
Through life, till death shall you part. 

At the same time Hayes will promise 
To cherish, protect and to love 

Oh may you each remember 
That such vows are recorded above. 

At the same hour that your pastor 
Shall pronounce you husband and wife 

May the recording angel 
Write your names in the Lambs book 
of life. 



20 



OUR B0T8 111 PRANOB 

We are thinking to night of the etars 
and stripes 
Waving over in France; 
We are thinking more of the boys in 
brown, 
Who are in the line of advance. 

They have said good bye to home and 
friends 

With hearts so loyal and true! 
They are pledged to Ught for democracy. 

And to stand by the red white and blue. 

And whether they are down in the 
trenches. 

Or facing a German shell, 
They are trusting the great All Father, 

Who doeth all things well. 

He will lead our armies to victory, 
Wherever old glory's unfurled; 

He will make the world safe for democracy. 
And democracy safe for the world. 

CHORUS 

Listen to the ringing of the liberty bell 

Calling to you and to me! 
Let us answer to the call with united 
heart and hand. 

And help our boys over sea. 

Written May 1918. 
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This song Poem was read by Mrs. Bartlett 
at a mass meeting which crowded the Palace 
theatre on the evening of March 14, 1920, when \ 

114 French certificates of honor were presented 
to the families of those who made the supreme 
sacrifice in France. As a song it has been given 
before many audiences in Manchester. 

I 

OCR BOYS WHO WILL NBVBR RBTDRN 

High will we raise the granite i 

And lofty the shaft will be, 

Erected to the memory | 

Of our boys who crossed the sea; 

Our boys of courage, our Heroes 

Who, casting aside all fear. 

Stepped proudly into the rank and file 

To stand for the cause they held dear. 

Chorus 
They marched to the front with thoughts 

of home, 
And beneath Old Glory's folds 
They fought and bled and suffered. 
And for them our hearts will yearn. 
They have made the noblest sacrifice, 
Our boys who will never return. 
They have made the noblest sacrifice. 
Our boys who will never return. 

Their names are on the Honor Roll, 
They are numbered among the slain. 
But well we know, dear friends at home. 
They did not die in vain. 
Bravely they fcught for freedom! 
Oh, that all the world might learn 
A lesson of noble sacrifice 
From our boys who will never return! 
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